(J2                         THE   EDWARDIANS

and adoration. How neat the duchess looks this
morning, to be sure, she reflected, in that tailor-
made which shows off her figure to such advantage,
and which indicates that she is going to London,
after the muslins of Sunday; but still she keeps
the country touch in her parasol, and has perched
no hat as yet on the curves of her coiffure. Miss
Wace, who herself affected a dress of heliotrope
serge with a stiff petersham belt, and who scraped
her hair angrily back from her ears, lived in a con-
stant dilemma between disapproval  of Lucy's
frivolity, and rapturous fascination  before her
femininity. She never could grow accustomed to
this being who at one moment would goad one
into such a paroxysm of indignation as could cul-
minate only in giving one's immediate notice, and
who next moment would charm one into such a
state of subjection that one would gladly have sat
up all night, boiling hot milk against the hour when
a tired Lucy would be pleased to go to bed* Some
people, thought Miss Wace, working herself up,
think that everything is permitted  them; for
although she found great satisfaction in formulas
she had never quite arrived at the formula that
'everybody imposes their own valuation* It was im*
'             to take serious exception to anything the

said, she thought now,, as she watched
twirling her parasol, a coloured butterfly
g across the grass; impossible to be really
but then again she remembered how
&own at ker for something that was
fault, and she decided that sooner

